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HONOR LODGE NO.3 A O U, W. Lebanon,

J. S. COURTNEY, M. D,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
LEBANON ORBGON.

= Office In Dr. Powells Residence.

F. M. MILLER,
ATTORNEY AT LAW
Notary Public and General Insurance Agly
LEBANON, OREGON.

SRR s v s i
DR. A. H. PETERSON,
SURGICAL DENTIST,

l_?illh; and Extracting Teeth a Speciaity.
LEBANON, OREGON.

Office In residimes. on Maln street, next doorn S
dt‘ahan.b‘imndm‘ Allmk“nd L

Tables Supplied with the Best the Market
Affords,

Sampls Rowss snd the Best Accommodations for
Cosnmercial mees

——GENERAL STAGE OFFICE.—

J. 0. ROLAND,

Lebanon, Oregon,

MAMUFPACTUEEE AND DEALER IN

Whips, Spurs,

Goods in the Baddlery Line.

Harnesa and Saddles Repaired Promptly
and at

LOW PRICES.

LIEBANON

Meat Market

BUHL & HELLENEERGER,
Proprietors,

Fresh and Salted Beef and
Pork,
MUTTON,

PORK, SAUSACE,
BOLOCNA and
T HAM.

i

Bacon and Lard always on Hand.

Main Street, Lebanon, Or.

J. L. Cowaw, J. ¥, Ramsron, J. W, Cusiox,

BANK OF LEBANON

Lebanon, Oregon,

Transacts a General Banking
Business.

Acoounts Kept Subject to Check.

EXCHANGE SOLD ON

New York, San Prancisco, Portland and
A.5.uy, Uregen.

.| Ladies’ &nd Gents"

. G.W.SMITH,

Lebanon, Oregon

—DEALER IN—

St0ves and Tiware, lron, Pamps, &.

Tin, Copper, Sheet-lron Ware,

EVE sSspPouUr, Fte.

All kinds of Repairing Done at Short Notice.

Also keep in stock

Mhe WOVIEN WIRIE BIED.

T. S. PILLSBURY,

Brownsville, Oregon.

Practical .. Watchmaker.

v DEALER IN......

Watches, Jewelry, Optical Coods.

A CONMPLETE ASSORTMEXNT OF

JEWELRY,
Rings, Bracelets,

ROGERS & BROS. SILVERWARE.

All Goods Guaranteed,

First Door North of the City Hall. Main Street.

Chains, Pins, Etc.

All Work Warranted,

Brovwnsville, Onr-.

Factory: Racime, Wis, Branch: FPortland, Or

MANUFACTURERS OF

THE MITCHELL FARM AND SPRING WAGONS.

THE MITCHELL WAGON.

Log, Header and Trucks; Dump, Hand and Road Carts; Open and Top
Buggies, Phaetons, Carriages, Buckboarda, and

HARNIESS,

Genoral Agenta for Canton Cligper Plows, Harrows, Caltivators, Road
Serapera, Gale Chilled Plows, Tdeal Feed Mills and Wind Mills, Knowl.
ton Hay Rakes, Horse Powera Wood Saws, Feed Cutters, stc. We
carry the largest and best assored stock of Vehicles on the Northwest
Coast. All our work is built expecially for this trade and fully warranted.
Bend for new 157 catalogue,

Mitchell & Lewis Co., Limited, 188, 190, 192 and 194
| Front Street, Portland, Oregon.

Qur goods are sold by F. H. ROSCOE & CO., Hardware Dealers, Lebanon, Or,

G. E. HARDY,
Watchmaker.. and..Jeweler.

o . DEALER IN....

Watches, Clocks, Jewelry, Silver Plated Ware and Optical Goods.

- AGEXT FOR

o o o o o 0 0

«oo - ALSO AGENT FOR THE...,

LT. & H. A. Singer Sewing Machines & Machine Supplies.
LEBANON OREGON.

Connover. Cicely was a graduate of

—| father, with the stoicism of his kind,

YOUNG COLIN.

An Effort at Orthographicnl Consistency
¥ Colin ohanis o moumful lay,
‘While guiding of his plough,
And not far off, beneath the hedge,
A dumss! milla her sough.

“Who's youder?" eries the rustio swaln;
'Tis Mollls, sure enough.
I needn’t from so sweet o girl
Expoct u rude rebough.”

Aoross the fleld he stoutly plods,
Nar looks 1o left or right;

Bhy Molly fiushes ke fhe rose,
And then her cheek grows whight.

“Dear lass," says he, In scoents low,
“Among your other beaux
¥You have not one as fond and trus
As Colin, goodnoss kneaux !

“So, though you t'other day refused,
Tu hoed a sultor’'s sigh,
1 nak onece more—Will you bo minet—
The bride for whom 1'd digh ™

Porsistont woolng wins a muld—
Mor heart grow soft ns dough ;
And soon n whispered “Yes™ replaced
Fuir Molly's former “Nough.™
— s Frudget,

WHAT AILED HIM.

Snd Story of 2 Boy Bick With
“Nostalgia.”

Farmer Connover strode into the
house, took off his fur cap and thick
mittens, and anwound numerous kinks
of red woolen comforter from his ample
throat. Thén he sat down by the
warm wood fire and sald to his wife:

“Seems like I bhad somethin' to tell
ye, Sairy Ann, but I ean’t for the life
of me reigember it neow."

“Was it somebody got mardded?” in-
quiread  Mrs. Connover, who was
bustling about setting the tabke for
supper.

**No, didn’t seem as "twas. Lemme
think.” and he pressed s meditative
forefinger on that portion of his fore-
head where he seemed to loeate the
faculty of memory.

*ls anybody dead that we are ac-
quainted with?”

uNo, no, tain’t evether marryin' or
dyin’ as 1 Kin see. Curus how 1 do for-
get things sometimes, ™'

“We ain’t heard from Ben for quite
awhile." sngrested Mra. Connover.

*That's it!"" eried the farmer, jump-
ing to his feet as sprightly as a log.
“Tain't from Ben, leastwise it ain't
his handwritin’, but it's & letter. 've
got it right here in my pocket.™

“Do tell™ said his wife, l’!’l'lpphlg’
the dishes she wna holding in 8 promis-
cupus heap. “If it ain’t from Ben,
who is it from?*”

“It's writ to you," snid her husband,
producing it at last.

Mrs, Connover resched np to the
clock shelf and ok down her Bible-
reading spectaclea.

“It's a strange hand te me"" she
said, seanning it carcfully, **must be
some of Cieely's folks ™

So she stepped to the door IQ-:ld'mgr
above stairs and called at the top of |
hewr voiee:

"l‘-i-i"-l‘-"."! (‘-l-('-?-l-" .

“Here I am, mother,”” answerad a
sweel volee.  “What is it?”

For every inflection of her good
mother's voice was familiar to her, nnd
this one bristled with exclamation
points.

“Here isaletter in & strange hand
write, Do you know who it is from?"”
handing it to her.

“Why, it is adidsessed to yon, mother.
It seems to me the easiest way to find
out wanld be just to open and read it.™’

“Well®then, do,” said her mother.
“I'm so fidgeted thinking about Ben
off there alone that 1 ean’t open it."

“This isn't any thing abont Ben,"
sald Cicely, deftly opening the envel-
ope sfier she had adnrired the smart,
cutlege style supereription.  “It's from
some lawyer or fruit-tree agent, likely,
on business. ™

“*What would he write to your mother
for?”’ suggested Father Connover gruf-
v

“Cicely read it over to herself first,
amnd at onee changed eolor.

“It is about Ben, mother,” she said,
the tears rushing into her eyes and her
volee, “he is sick, and this is from the
doctor who is taking care of him. Oh,
mother, don’t ery. Ben neads you
Keep up your strength.”’

“What ails him?"" asked his father in
an unsteady tone.

Cicely read the doctor’s letter.

He said thas Ben was his patient, and
he was doing all he condd for him, but
his parents had better come, as it re-
quired more skill than he—the phys-
ivian—had to cure him. He ended by
saying that the boy was suffering from
a severe attack of nostalgia.

“What in the world is that? [ never
heard of it before,” exclaimed Mr.
Connover,

“What is it, Cicely?" nasked Mrs

the Normal school, and her parents
expected her to know every thing.

She shook her head.

“It means that we must go to Ben
just as soon ns we can. If there had
been any hope the doctor would have
said 0.

She eried and worked at the same
time.  Ben, her only brother, was her
idol.  She had opposed his going away
from first to Inst, but the father was
wiser,

“If the boy nin't contented here, lot
him go to the city, and clerk it for nf
year or two. He's king of two hands
anywhere,” said the grofl old farmer.

And Ben had been il and too proud
to let them know.

They took the evening train. At the
depot some of their friends hud gath-
ered to hear the news,

Of each and all, they asked the same
question.

“Hev you ever heerd of Nastalgy?”

And none of them had ever heard of
it, but all agreed that it must be n
droadful thing to have such a difficult
name.

When they reached the city they had
eried and worried themselves sick.

At least the two women had. The

had beat a constant tatoo on the car
window and whistled an accompani-
ment—all the time he was cryingin his
heart:
*Oh, Absalom! my son! my son!"
There was no one to meet them, as
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Bo they went at once to the place
where Ben boarded, a dreary house,
with innumerable small, ill-vontilated
rooms, where for the entire sum that he
evarned weekly Ben Connover was per-
mitted to lodge.

The doctor had made his hospitsl
rounds that night and his last call was
on Ben. He was a young physician,
and very zealous over his patients. He
tovk an interest in the handsome,
whale-gonled country boy who was un-
aceustomed to close rooms and sewoer
gas and lonely hours, and so wrote
that letter to bhis mother.

And as thoy stood on the stop ring-
ing the grumbling bell he walked up
and soon discovered who they were,
and made himself known.

“Oh, Doctor, is there any hope?

“Doetor, will my boy get well?

“Doetar, s he stillalive?”’

« These were the questions that were
poured into the doctor's ears.

How very unfecling of him to langh!

“Why, there is nothing in this world
the matter with him! As I wrote you
it's only a bad case of nostalgia.”

“Doctor!” said the- father sternly,
“put that "ere word in plain English!”

“0Oh, 1 see," laughed the doctor.
“It is the medical term for homecsick-
ness."

And that was all that ailed the boy.
A good deal of mental longing and
worry had brought on fever, and Ben
was fast becoming really ill, but the sym-
pathetic young doctor had dingnosed
his case correctly. He wns a soldier
whe was not sick from any fatal mal-
ady. He was homesick.

“Now that we're here we'll stay and
eee the sights, Sary Ann,” Mr. Con-
nover =aid to his wife, “and you ean
coddle Ben all you want to.”

And Ben was very willing to pa cod-
died. Buat it was strange that after ex-
plaining that big medieal word, the
doctor still kept coming. It worried
the old couple a little, becanse they
thought Ben must beé in danger aftes
all.

But it was the doctor who was in
danger now. He had transferred his
interest in the brother to the sister.
And no word wus big enough to diag-
nose kis case.

But it all eame out right Only Ben
must have tonies and directions, and
at last the doctor went out there and
established a practice, leaving out the
Latin words.

And he was right. There is no more
insidions disease than homesickness
When the Swiss soldiers—the bravest
fighters in the world—hear the familiar
Ranz des baches they lean on their ear-
bines and weep for their loved glaciers
aind mountain pines, and often die of
that hidden wound of the heart—whose
elassical name is nostalgia, and which
freely translated means “siekness for
home. " —Detroit Free Press.

-
CLEAN-SHAVEN FACES.
Why Singers and Speakers Shounid Not
tirow Heards or Mastaches.

A gentloman who has paid consider-
uhle attention to the human voice con-
tends that hair around the mouth tends
to impair the utterance in song and
speech. The sounds are broken or
muflled as they are projected from the
mouth. Most of the famous lawyers,
ministers and Parliamentary orstors
have been elean shaven., Among these
may be mentioned Lord Mansfield, of
whom Junins said that he considered
him the most dangerous man in En-
gland, because the most talented;
Wilkes, the noted demagogue; Lond
Erskine, Lord Jeffrey, the reviewer;
the Earl of Beaconsfield, Mr. Glad-
stone, Lornl Macanlay, Richard Gorden,
John Bright, Rev. Mr. Chalmers, Rev.
Edwand Irving, the triend of Mrs. Car-
Ivle, and Rev. Mr. Spurgeon. Actors,
ns a general rule, are elean faced, un-
tess when representing historic charne-
ters, like King Lear. In our own
country Patrick Henry, Rev. Heory
Ward Beecher, Wendell Phillips, Ed-
ward Everett, Daniel Webster, Rufus
Choate, William Lloyd Garrison and
Charles Sumner did not have beards or
mustaches. Now every other minister
looks as fierce in the pulpit as a dra-
goon in a saddle, ready to draw saber
for an onslanght. Foreign singers, to
a man, are hairy about the mouth.
Americans a8 well as British have
copied the men of the Continent of
Europe in the matter of hair about the
mouth during the past fifty years; be-
fore that a bearded American or Brit-
isher was rarely seen. Now almost
every one who can raise a beard has
one. It is not known whether Domos-
thenes or Cicero wore beands, but we
suppose Peter the Hermit, who preached
the first erusade, and Walter the Penny-
less, were bearded, because they could
not spare time to shave.— Boston Globe.

—Old Lady—*How often does this
elevator come down?"” Elevator Boy—
“*Botwoen up-trips, ma'am."

—He—**What are you thinking of?"’
She—**Nothing." He—(absent mind-
edly) —"You fatter me.'"— 7%¥d- Bits,

—Do all the jokes about restanrant
pie come under the eclassification of
“Humors of the Stomach?"—erchant
T'raveler.

—A young lady in Summerdale is so
very tendar-hearted, that she refuses te
pare thiFpotatoes for her mother.  She
says she is afraid she maght injure their
pyes.—Drake's Travellers’ Magazine,

. —1It bothers the man who has earned
success by faithful, honest, brainy
work to hear his friends say among
themselves: “What an infernally lueky
fellow Jack is!"'—Journal of Education.

—What She Is.—

My love isenot an angel,
With though hoavenly scenes,
She's just o cosunon Boston girl,
And dotes on pork and beans,

-—Somerville Journal.

—*T have a bit of good news for yon,
Joln,” said afond young wife. *Yes?"'
vemarked John, expectantly. “Yes,
You remember that two weeks ago hot-
house grapes were quoted at §8 a
pound? Well, I bought some to-day
for 6! —N. ¥. Sun.

—*“You put your toet in it nicely to-
night,’’ said Mrs. Sweetspeech. *“‘How
was that?” asked her husband.

“When you told Mrs. Fourthly thar | "t/ Mt BP AoS0oR o SoRT |
you were sure her husband would nev- " phis o Ao
er mmmwp%:; __tﬁcn' \ up admiring an

ABOUT FALSE HAIR.

A Dealer Tells Where It Comas From, and
How It is Obtalned.

“Nearly all the false hair that Is sold
in this country,"" said a dealer, recent-
Iy, “is brought from France and Ger-
many. It is obtzined in those coun-
tries from the peasant girls. The Ber-
lin and Paris merchants send their
agents out through the country dis-
tricts, and, whenever one of these
agents meets o lass with a fine crop of
hair, he immediately begins to bargain
with her. As a rule the peasants know
so little of the world, and are so utterly
ignorant of the value of things, that
they zenerally sell their hair at the
most ridieulously low prices. It is
nothing uncommon to see s French
peasant girl dispose of the most mag-
nificent suit of hair, a suit that would
sell for seventy-five dollars, for a
worthless ear-ring or a string of bright-
looking beads. If these merchants
meet a girl on the road whose hsir at-
tracts them, they never give the poor
girl time to think, or opportunity to'f
home and eonsult her Parents, but the
moment she says ‘yes,’ out come their
ghears and off goes her magnificent
hair, and the poor child’'s only
return §s & worthless trinket. It
seems -sad, but such is life — at
lenst hair-merchant life. After the
hair has been all collected and brought
into Paris and Berlin, it is then put
throngh 2 cleaning process and assort-
ed and arranged. On all hair as §t
comes from the head, there is, no mat-
ter how clean a person tries to keep
heror himself, more or less dandruff.
The hairis passed throngll a sort of
wire net or chain, the wires of which
arc so close together that the hairs
themselves can searcely pass through.
You would think this would cut the
hair, but it does not. It only gets the
dirt off, and it does so most effectually.
After the hair is thas thoronghly clean-
ed, it is nssorted in proper colors, qual-
ities and lengths. Then the black hair is
again run over and three more piles
are made of it—the long black hairs,
the medium and the short. The light
hair is similarly assorted. Then the
dealers mix the black and light hairs
together and make from them differ-
ent shades. By mixing a jet black,
for instance, with a color two

shades lighter than jet  black
you get a ecolor exactly om
shade lighter, and this is the

rule all throngh the different combina-
tions of hair colors.- A ecolor mixed
with another eolor thatis two shades
lighter than {tsell will produce a color
one shade lighter, and a shade that ap-
pears to be perfectly natural. If the
hair is mixed with a eolor that is more
than two shades it will produee =
streaky  combination, which is, of
conrse, to be avoided; but when the
mixing is properly done not even an
expert can tell the difference between
the real color and the color that is the
result of this skillful manipulation.
The French are the most expert hair-
mixers in the world, and many a blonde
or brown suit of hair that looks so per-
fectly natural is, in reality, the produet
of two different heads, and all the re-
sult of the ingenisusFrench hair-mixers.
What does a head of hair cost? Well,
of course, there is in hair, as in every-
thing else, an immense variety of
kinds, and consequently an im-
mense  variety of pricess Heads
of hair can be bought as low as
fifteen dollars, and there are many that
bring seventy-five dollars. For this
Iatter price I should say that the very
best suit of hair that can be fou d in
Boston can be purchased. 1t does not
cost a woman, or, I should probably
say In order to keep in the fashion, a
Mrs. Lady, as much to purchase her
hair now as it did three or four years
ago. The Mrs Ladies do not wear
near so much hair now as they did
then, as any one, even a Mr. Gentle-
man, can see by glancing at one of
their heads. Consequently, while it
formerly cost a fashionable female
from one hundred to one hundred and
fifty dollars to perfectly adorn her
head, supposing, of course, that she
had no hair at all to start with, the
same fomale ean now buy the very best
head gear In Boston at from fifty to
seventy-five dollars. Is there much
false hair worn in Boston? Oh, an im-
mense deal of it. 1indulge in no exag-
geration when I say that there are not
fire women in one hundred who do
not wear some false hair.""—Boston
Herald.

——— - ———————

Smarter Than He Looked.

The smart young clerk who tded to
raise a langh at the expense of a*‘conn-
try cousin,”* illustrated the truth of the
old aphorism in regard to looks being
very deceptive. He received his les-
B0n.

“Spe that country consin over there
by the stove?" Inquired a Harlem clerk
of another, as a rural-appearing custo-
mer entered and glanced curiously
abount the store.

“Yes, 1 see him. What of it?

*Watch me take him down. Say,
mister,” the cute clerk continued, ad-
ilresssing the supposed greenhorn,
‘we don't keep whisky.” .

“Wall, sonny, all 1've got ter say is
that It'd save you a pile of trav’l ef
yer did,"” was the prompt reply.—
Youth’s Companion.

—The man who thinks he never did
s foolish thing isn't wise enough to
know what folly is. —Boston Journal of
Education.

—Qneen YVictoria attended a circus
the other day for the first time in thirty
years. Yetshe easily recognized”the
jokes of the elown as old acquaint-
ANces.

—Omaha Dame—And so, my daugh-
ter, you are engaged to Mr. Do Goode.
I am delighted. He comes of a splen-
did family. Ch Daughter—
Yes, he proposed last ht and I ac-
cepted.  *“Do you love him?” “No,
but that horrid Miss Pert does.”’—
Omaha World.

h;"md you see that woman in Ben-
an’s pew this morning with all
her mind’:emaud on her new bon-

- . W e =

WEALTHY NEGROES,

tives of the Colored Race.
John W. Cromwell, a negro journal-
ist in Philadelphia, has ed an

exhibition of the business condition of |

his race in Amerean.

The Carolinas take the lead in the
number of wealthy negroes. North
Carolina_ has twenty who are worth
from $10,000 to §30,000 each. In South
Carolina the negroes own $10,000,000
worth of property. In Charleston
fourtesn men represent $200,000. Thos.
R. Smalls is worth $18,000, and Chas.C.
Leslie is worth §12,000. The family of
Noiseites, truck farmers, are worth
150,000,

In the city savings banks the negroes
have $124,936 35 on d« _osit. One man
has over £5,000. He recently bought
a $10,000 plantation and paid $7,000 in
cash.

In Philadelphis, John McKee is
worth half a miilig:. He owns four
hundred hohses veral are worth
$100,000. Grsige

The negroes of New York own from
four to six million dollars’ worth of
real estate. P. A. White, a wholesale

is worth a quarter of a mil-
lion, and has an annual business of
$200,000. Catharine Black is worth
$£150,000,

In New Jersey the n own $2,-
000,000 of real estate. Baltimore has
more negro home-owners than any
other large city. Nineteen men are
worth a total of £300,000. John Thomas,
the wenlthiest, is worth about $150,-
000. Less than 100 ne in Wash-
ington are worth s total of $1,000,000.

In Louisiana the negroes pay taxes
on #15,000,000 in New Orleans and
30,000,000 in the State. Jone Lafon,
a French guadroon, is worta £1,000,000.
The Morcer Brothers, clothiers, carry
a stock of $300,000. Missouri has
twenty-seven citizens worth a million
dollars in amount, ranging from $200,-
000 to £260,000.

The richest colored woman of the
South is Amanda Eubanks, made so hy
the will of her white father; she is
worth £400,000, and lives near Angusta,
Ga. Chieago, the home of 18,000 eol-
oredl people, has three colored firms in
business, whoss proprietors represent
£20,000 each, one 15,000 and nine $10,-
000. A. J. Scott has §35,000 invested
in the livery business, and is worth
$100,000, including a well-stocked farm
in Michizan. Messrs, John Jones and
Richard Grant are worth £70,000 each.
A. G. White, of St. Louis, formerly
purveyor to the Anchor line of steam-
ers, after financial reverses, has, since
the age of forty-five, retrieved his for-
tunes and aceumnlated §30,000. Mrs.
M. Carpenter, a San Franeiseo colored
woman, has a bank account of §50,000,
and Mrs. Mary Pleasant has an income
from eight houses in San Franecisco, a
ranch near San Mateo, and £100,000 in
Government bonds. In Marysville,
Cal., twelve individuals are the owners
of ranches valued in nggregate at from
2150000 to £180,000. One of them,
Mrs Peggy Bredan, has besides a
bank account of $40,000.

These statisties show that the brother
in black is making some headwny in
the world. He is learning to ““tote his
own ski let.”"—N. ¥. Witness.

PUNCH AND JUDY.
The Original Version of a Story Familiar In
Many Lands.

The romantic story of Punch and
Judy is, in its ori.inal form, asfollows:
Mr. Punch, a gentleman of per-
sonal attractica, is : to Miss
Judy, by whom he has a lovely dangh-
ter. To the baby¥ no name is given in
the piece, the infant being too young
to be christened. In a fit of horrid
and demonine jealonsly Mr. Punch,
like a second Zeluco, strangles his
beauntiful offspring. Just as he has
completed his dreadfnl purpose Mrs,
Punch enters, witn the brutal
havoe, and exit screaming; she soon
returns, however, armed with a blud-
geon, and applies it to her husband’s
head, ““which to the wood returns a
wooden sonnd.”” Exasperated by jeal-
ousy and rage, Mr. Punch seizes an-
other bludgeon, and lays her prostrate
at his feet: then seizing the murdered
infant and expiring mother, he flings
them both out of the window into the
streel.

The dead bodies having been found,
polien officers enter the dwelling of Mr.
Punch, who flies for his life, mounts
his steed, and the author, negleeting,
like other great poets, the conflicting
unities of time and place, conveys
his hero into Spain; where, however,
he is arrested by an officer of the ter-
rible inquisition. After enduring the
most ceruel tortures with incredible for-
titude, Mr. Punch, by means of a golden
key, a beantiful and novel allegory,
opons his prison door and esea
The conclusion of the affecting story is
satirical, allegorieal and poetical. The
hero is at first overtaken by weariness
and laziness in the shape of a black
dog, whom he fights and conquers; dis-
ease, in the guise of a physician, next
arrests him, but Punch “sees through
the thin pretense,” and dismisses the
doctor with a few de ry kicks.
Death at last visits the fugitive, but
Punch lays about his gkeleton careass
so lustily, and makes the bones of his
antagonist rattle so musically, that

D=ath his death’s blow then received.

Last of all comes the devil; first, un-
der the appearance of a lovely female,
but afterward in his own nataral
shape, to drag the offender ta the in-
fernal regions in purgatory to expiate
his dreadful erime. Even this attempt
fails, and Puonch is left triumphant
over doctors, death and the devil. The
curtain fglls amid the shouts of the
conqueror.—Irish Times.

—A little boy wanted tostay at home
from school, and knew his mother
wouldn’t let him unless he was sick.
S0 his mother said: *“Why, Tittle
man, are you sick this morning?’ The
little man not knowing a whole vo-

of ailmer® *» sglect from, on |
“Yes, |

the spur of the
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